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the dawn, into the room that was hot and narrow
and filled with the smell of a sick baby.
<4Nita5 shan't I not take him into the porch
where it's cool?"
"Do you want to kill him? Do you want him to
die*. How selfish and thoughtless you are,"
Then one night, when he stepped through the
door in the gate, he did not hear the crying; the
garden was still, not even the palms moved, there
was a hush upon everything. Mr. Mascarenes
stopped, the silence fell on his heart, his lips moved
but he could not move. He stood, held by a cold,
still fear. It seemed to him that, as he stepped
through the gate, the porch had been full of
people, figures in white that he took to be angels,
and as he looked they were gone; and he stepped
to one side as a rush of wind went past him, with
a jingle and thud of horses' hooves and the sound
of wheels on gravel and, though he could never
be sure, he thought they drove straight through
the gate.
He had seen angels, and though this sounded a
very large carriage for a baby's soul he was filled
with anguish and wrung his hands.
In his tiredness and his tears he went on up
the drive, stumbling a little, and there was Rosa
waiting, come to break the news to him and crying
herself with her face hidden against a pillar.
*4I know, Rosa, I know," he was saying, but as
if she could not bear him a look of horror came
into her face and she slipped past him and ran
into the passage; he heard steps on the stairs^ but